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by Anton Idems 


Se I, as a simple man from the folk, describe my life to you below, I do so only from the 


point of view of helping to the best of my ability so that foreign countries can finally 
learn the truth about our movement from the pens of National Socialist fellow fighters. 


I was born in 1900 in Cordel, District of Trier, as the son of a simple stonemason. We had 
9 siblings, 6 of whom are still alive today. My parents had to work hard to make a decent 
living. My mother died in 1913 at the age of 42. I had spent my youth happy and 
carefree until then, but my mother's death suddenly tore me away from all my childhood 
dreams. And when the most unfortunate of all wars broke out the following year, my 
youth was finally over. 


The experience of this great war will live on indelibly in me, because anyone who 
personally experienced this gigantic upheaval of the German nation in 1914 will never 
be able to forget it. I was barely 14 years old at the time and when I let this experience 


pass by my mind today, exactly 20 years later, all the details are still clear in my mind's 
eye. But what use was all the sacrifice when half the world was against Germany? 
Hunger took hold of our severely tested fatherland and, together with Jewish-Marxist 
traitors to the folk, the bitter end came. 


In May 1918, my father died at the age of 49, having been discharged from military 
service shortly before. Then my eldest brother, who was on the Western Front, was taken 
prisoner in France, whence he only returned in 1920. I had been employed by the 
German Reichsbahn in March 1918 and our family had to rely on me as the sole 
breadwinner. 


After the end of the war came the occupation of the Rhineland by the French, Americans, 
and British, which caused the population to suffer even more. Then came the period of 
Marxist rule, and with it the destruction of German national wealth through inflation. 
These conditions then led to the uprising in Munich on November 9, 1923. 


A German front-line soldier, who could no longer stand by and watch the misery of his 
fatherland, had gathered a small band of daring front-line comrades around him, in 
whom he implanted a new world view. And so, on November 9, 1923, they tried to 
change the fate of the German nation. 


I didn't attach much importance to this event because I didn't know of Hitler and his 
movement. Then I heard nothing more from Hitler for years. In the meantime, the needs 
of the folk grew greater and greater. Unemployment took on huge proportions. In 1926, I 
was also dismissed from the Reichsbahn and only hired for a few months as needed. The 
German government changed its men every few months, but the situation of the folk 
grew worse and worse. I had married in 1923 and moved to my wife's home in 
Moselkern. 


Due to family growth and unemployment, I too became more and more aware of the 
hardship. I had long since given up hope that the fate of our nation could turn around. I 
took the view that only a popular movement that transcended classes and estates could 
perhaps once again save our country from certain ruin. But this required men and it was 
as if there were no more men in Germany. There were enough parties, but one was as 
bad as the other. For this reason, I no longer attended political meetings, although I used 
to be very interested in politics. 


And this was the only reason why I did not attend the meeting held in Moselkern on 
April 14, 1929, at which a certain commercial teacher named Simon spoke. It was only 


afterwards that I learned that a completely new idea had been preached there. Without 
me admitting it, my interest was aroused and three weeks later I was already a member 
of the party and the S.A. And now the fight for Germany's rebirth began here in the 
Kochem district, where we were the first local group. I would never have believed that 
I could ever throw myself into a political struggle with such fanaticism. 


After a short time, the fight against the Young Plan began. We went out almost every day 
to drum the German people awake and I will never forget when we were chased out of 
the town of Kochem by the police because we had put up posters and distributed leaflets 
there. Then came the Reichstag elections in 1930. 


The Fuhrer Adolf Hitler spoke in Koblenz and we were lucky enough to see him for the 
first time. This election brought us an overwhelming victory, but also tremendous hatred 
from our opponents. Terror and harassment were the order of the day. We were 
forbidden to wear the brown shirt, and when we put on white shirts, these were also 
torn off our bodies. We were even forbidden to pay tribute to our fallen and were 
arrested away from the war memorial. They took away our bread and treated us as if we 
were criminals. Because of my political views, I was no longer able to find employment 
with the Reichsbahn in 1931 and 32. Even with the Catholic priest here, where I had 
found employment, I had to leave again because I was a National Socialist. At that time I 
received a weekly allowance of 10.50 marks with my family of six. Ostracized and 
despised, ridiculed and rendered speechless and half-starved, that's how we fought 
this gigantic battle for the existence of our folk. 


When could no longer wear us down because we had become too tough, they finally had 
to hand over power to us on January 30, 1933. I am not in a position to describe the 
feelings that moved our hearts on January 30, 1933, it must have been experienced. We 
have gained power, our Fuhrer has achieved great things, but even greater things must 
be created so that it will last for millennia, the holy, the third, the Greater German Reich. 


Heil Hitler! 
Anton Idems 
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